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.SLOPERIAN AERONAUTICS AT DOVER. 


“The very latest development of my unfortunate parent’s, now, I fear, @hronic imbecility, took the form of an endeavour to cross the Channel from 
Dover to Calais in a balloon of his own manufacture. The very utmost was done to keep the affair a secret from Mamma; but, in spite of all precautions, 
she got wind of it, and, by her timely arrival, frustrated Poor Papa’s previous intention of using the Twins as ballast. It was, however, the accident to 
the assistant-aéronaut, Alexandry, that cast a final damper on the affair, and averted what would certainly have been a national calamity.”’—Toorsie. 


CROWD. 
, ! 


~ 


Samebody had told Boggles what a delightfully Of his arrival; and singularly unfortunate that the pggies’ cupof bitterness only o'erflowed when 
nlucks oy it, Was—80 quiet, so peaceful. It was very following day should witness the adyent of a of ord remarked that he would be doubtless giad 
° ete though, that the local brass band: should niggers, who, being the first ever in the, e some tickets for a circus that was going 

tactise beneath his window the very night— received considerable patronage. > * [Boggtes packed up and fled. 


BEAUTIFUL FOR EVER. 


—— 


“On, crikey, here's Iam! My situation’s hateful; What a 
rumpus through the land Has been about Madame Rachael. 
But now the end has come, My joy return will never ; Good 
lawk-a-day ! I'm done; Yes, beautiful for ever. Five years 
I sentenced be; The judge called me ungrateful; Ladies 
shed a tear for me, cage Madame Rachael.” 

Thus sang the poet of High Street, St. Giles’, in 1866, 
and the story of this strange fraud, though below but 
briefly told, is curious enough. 

Madame Rachael, whose real name was Leverson, or Levi- 
son, at one time kept a fried fish shop in Clare Market, and 
in 1852 was called as a witness by a man named Belasco, 
who kept a disreputable house near Covent Garden, with 
the result that he was sentenced to twelve months’ hard 
labour for perjury, and she committed to Newgate for per- 


jury. 


Fourteen years later she was the proprietress of a shop in 
New Bond Street, where she sold “Arabian Tablets of 
Beauty,” from 00 to 1,000 guineas, “ Jordan Water,” “ Bridal 
Soap,” and so on, by the aid of which wrinkles vanished, 
roses returned, and her customers, when “ finished,” became 
beautiful for ever—at least. so Madame Rachael said. 

To her one day came Mrs. Mary Tucker Borradaile, a 
captain's widow, and was grievously swindled. “I went to 
her shop.” said the victim at Rachael's trial, “She asked 
me how much money I had to spend. On my first visit I 


a 
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spent £2, and in the course of two or three days, £170. On one 
occasion she told mea gentleman had fallen in love with me, and 
that he was Lord Ranelagh. [| was introduced to Lord Ranelagh. 
Some conversation took place between us. Some time after, 
Madame Rachael told me it was necessary, before I married Lord 
Ranelagh, that I should go through an extra process. The sum I 
was to pay for this was £1.000. I went to the City with Madame 
Rachaal in a carriage to sell out money inthe Funds, amounting to 
£963." Madame Rachael pocketed this sum and dictated a receipt 
thus :—“ A receipt for £800, being balance of £1,000 received from 
me for bath preparations, spices, pores sponges, perfumes and 
attendance, tu be continued till [ (Mrs. B.) am finished by the 
process.” 

“Madame Rachael said we were to be married by proxy, and 
that it was done by letter writings.” Then a letter came, supposed 
to be written by his lordship, with a present. It began:—“‘ My 
ONLY DEARLY BELOVED Mary,—The little perfume-box and 
pencil-case belonged to my sainted mother, She died with them 
in her hand.” In return, Mrs, Borradaile sent Lord Ranelagh some 
shirts and socks; and whilst all this nonsense was going on, the 
unhappy woman parted with every scrap of convertible property 
she possessed. Then her friends came forward, and a criminal 
prosecution followed. 

Lord Ranelagh, in the witness box, said, “I stand in rather an 
unenviable position, | have been so embroiled in this publi: 
scandal, Curiosity led me to the shop. You don't suppose I wenc 
there to be enamelled? Once or twice I bought two or thre 
pieces of old china, I have often gone in to have a chat wits 
Madame. I think I saw Mrs. Borradaile once, 1 have no recolle:: 
tion of having been introduced to her.” He also denied writin, 
any letters or meeting Madame Rachael and her daughters else 
where than in the shop. 

It was supposed that the Jewess or her relations got at a jury: 
man, who stood out for five hours, when the jury was dismissed. 
But onasecond trial, Madame Rachael was sentenced to five years’ 
penal servitude, On her release, she began her old tricks again, 
and died at last in jail. 

But the Beautiful for Ever Borradaile, what was she like? “She 
was,” says Montagu Williams, “a spare, thin, scraggy looking 
woman, wholly devoid of figure. Her hair was dyed a bright 

yellow ; her face was ruddled with paint. She had a silly, giggling, 

alf-hysterical way of talking, and altogether gave one the idea of 
anything but the heroine of such a romance.” 

* * 


EE 


——— EEE 


* * * « 
LATEST FROM THE BLOOD STAINED BOWER, 
stil tiss a feresum nite hever an anuon the litenin in ceseles 
reverbererashuns drown the rorin off the tempess, Yung taters ec 
sai ee ass a mother an wood be appyer at ome. biliam av fel im 
with a brick. 
(Nert week,“ A Criminal Career.” ) 
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bed Coprea pendants wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope eu se enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Utterly beyond us, TALMO, Willing as we always are. Thanks 
Sor serial, F. Burrows, Clever, but too long by far. Possibly you 
might, MISS WILLAN, Still it’s difficult to tell, Thanks for kind 
inquiry, BODGER, Snatcher's doing very well, Sorry, F.8, J., we 
cannot ; Thanks for “murphy,” COUNTRY Lout. It's a question, 
THOMAS HARLAND, Open toa lot of doubt, No, we cannot use it, 
SauM1; Really, we're no space to spare, Certainly you might, 
A Novice, Jf you took a tittle care. You are right, A CUTE 
OBSERVER, It's. stupid Little fad. Don't apologize, Miss STUART, 
We are really more than glad, We are well supplied with verses, 
Thank you, SIMLA, all the same. Hardly likely, R. T. RICHARDS, 
If he is not known to fame, * 
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with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


Aspirant. Now, sir, I have given youa specimen of my elocution, 
What is your advice? 

Old Manager, For heaven's sake drop all idea of the stage as a 
profession! You do not know— 

Aspirant (interrupting). You need not trouble to tell me the 
a. story of disappointments and temptations, I know it all by 
heart. 

Old Manager. 1 wasn't going to. I was speaking on behalf of 
the public. *\* 


settled down; I mean settled up. 
He's paid me that quid he owed me.” 


Monsoo and Madame Vessie at Boulogne 
take precantions against accident. 


He (reading account of friend's marriage to wealthy, but elderly nobleman), 
The bride was given away by her father-— 
She. Given away, Harry, does it say? They ought to have said sold, 


“ ARE you being waited on, sir?” inquired the shop-walker of a 
man with his arms full of parcels. “1 should think I was being 
weighted on,” replied the other, with a hollow groan, “And the 
wife hasn't done half her shopping yet!" 

* 


* 
HE said, “I'll woo my love with song,” 
And that was just where he was wrong ; 
For when upon his “G” he cracked, 
He by the maid was promptly sacked. 


= 
“Why, goodness gracious me! What is that awful, dreadful 
noise? The fleet hasn't come in and commenced firing the big guns 
off, has it?) It can’t be a wreck, and it's lasting too long for an 
explosion, and then them awful squeaks!" “ Lor’ bless you, mum 
it’s only a couple of chorus ladies from town having a set to in the 
third bathing machine to the right. One stuck a hair pin in the 
other, just ns she was posing sweetly to the telescopes on the 

Marine Parade.” oe 

s 


funies There goes young Slimmer: he doesn't look good for 
mueh,. 

Kohinson, Me's one of the handiest young 'uns with the pick 
that T know, 

Jones, Why, I should think a good sized pickaxe would shake 
him all to pieces, 
Robinson, Ah, it was the toothpick I meant. 


He turned to wave a farewell to his 
best girl. Unfortunately, the ocean 
took it into its head to tave at the 
same moment. 


SEA-SON-ABLE. 
“The tar for all weatbers.”— Dibdin. 


Bw 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 433. --The * Dover Bathing ” Costume. 
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THE Eminent, who is a great admirer of everybody's frj 
Albert Chevalier, says he has been a good deal ‘deen Headon ant 
lately. ‘Yes! and you were a good deal down altogether during 
Bank Holiday time. You were down on the Whitechapel pave. 
ment, and down on the doorstep, and it’s a wonder your old 
nob isn’t in fragments. What with what you shove down your 
throat, and what with your pelog down on them that won't stand 
drinks, and being the downiest old——” No more of this, Mac, «.; 
injured innocence may raise its gamp and smite the cranium of ths. 
heedless. “* is 


eae, Do you know anything about mechanics? 
Spoffins. 1 should think I did! Worse luck! I've had two 
painters and a plumber in my house for the last three weeks, ani 
as it’s a day work job there's every chance of their being there for 
auother three weeks. Oh, yes, 1 know a lot about mechanics! 


* 
SHE vowed that she would only wed 
A cricketer of world wide fame, 
And thus my hopes are crushed and dead, 
For | don’t know the wretched game. 
Her head upon my heaving breast 
That maid I love will never pillow— 
J'm bowled—(to have been bold were best) ; 
So I must wear—not wield—the willow, 


* 
tArry. 1 say, Bill, why do them noospaper blokes call fire the 
devourin’ helement? : 
Bill. Blowed if | know, *Arry, unless it’s ‘cos it heats hevery- 
think it comes near. + : 


IT is a wonderful thing to notice how dispositions alter with the 
growth of years, For instance, a little girl is frequently afraid of 
the dark, but after a time, as her complexion deteriorates, she 
becomes afraid of the light! +. 


Overheard in the train. 
First Stranger (good old Sloperite), What do you think is the 
best kind of whisky flask to carry on a journey? 
Second Stranger (blue ribbonite), An empty one. 


* 
“ DRINK, puppy, drink!" is a very good ditty, 
But sometimes one thinks it a terrible pity 
To see in our highways, degraded and sunk, 
Some puppies (not Melville's) decidedly drunk! 


Spoffins. What do you think of that burglar who tried to bribe 
a policeman with £500, but he wouldn't take it? 
Spiffins. There may have been such a burglar, but never sucha 


policeman. ‘, 


THE other day the Old 'Un was heard saying, “ There is no firmer 
believer in the principle of counter-irritation than Tam.” Ani the 
soft, sweet answer came, “ Then, why don’t you bally well sit for an 
hour with your feet in a pailful of red paint?) It might draw all 
the colour out of that old boko of yours!" 

s+ 


* 
“Why ever does that man insist on spouting his confounded 
dog-Latin?” “’Spose it’s ‘cause he's a thorough puppy.” 
ss 


s 
First Business Man. Young Spooner was at Oxford, was he not? 
Second Business Man. What, is he M.A.? 
First Business Man. No, N.G, : 


= 
5 I TOOK the darling on the pier ; 
We heard the snd waves moan ; 
I said, “ You are a pet, a dear! 
Say you will be my own.” 
A little child, with blue-eyed stare, 
Said to my angel one, 
“1 can’t find dada anywhere ; 
Ma, please buy me a bun.” 


a 
“T say, Charlotte, no wonder that gal over the way 1s a bit 
stuck up. Why, her soldier's a sergeant.” “ Lor’ bless and bust us, 
Maria! How did you know that?” “Why, her neck and chin's 
all a mass o’ coratelne creme off the tips of the gold stripes on his 
sleeve.” What price Sherlock Holmes after this? 


= 
Teacher. Which is the coldest part of the British Isles? 
Boy. A mountain in Carnarvoushire, 
Teacher. How so? 
Boy. Because it’s Snow'd on all the year round ! 
sf 


2 
SHE was really one of the modestest little dears I ever came 
across, Why, she was that trembling and retiring and shy, that 
she wouldn't let her youre man kiss her till he put a strip of 
muslin over her lips, that they carried a-purpose. 


s 
Lire’s no battle, brothers, fight it fairly ; 
Life's a race, so then let's run it squarely ; 
Life’s a bumper, gaily drain the cup; 
Life's a riddle. Never give it up. 
* : 
“Ma, dear, marriages are made in heaven, ain't they iad BY, 
lovey-dovey.” “And heaven's high up, ain't it, ma, dear?” “Ys. 
Why do you ask such a question, popsey-wopsey 2?” “'Cos T heard 
pa say last night, ‘When | got married 1 myst have been gone | 
the upper story.” Spank! Slap! 


* 5 
Brown. I met McSwindler, aud he told me he was holding his 


own, . % 
‘Smith. He's not content with holding his own, the rogue: he's 
holding mine also. +. 


WE understand that letters patent have been applied for by 
Alexander Sloper, Esq., for a new lady's envelope, the gum cn 
which is strongly flavoured with strawberry ice cream. 

* 2 


* . 
Jones, What's up with young Smith? IT met him just now and 


his face was furrowed like that ofanold man. eee 
Brown, No wonder. He’s just been ploughed in his examination. 


“ FAREWELL," I said. “If you'd find me, 
Then scek me on the yellow sands, 
Where 1 may gaze upon the sea 
And watch towards far distant lands 
The ships their swelling sails spread out. 
She answered, softly, “ Yes, I know, 
The sands are just the sort of place 
Where seaside donkeys ought to go. 


perance. 
peaker 
r that 


hd : 

Mr. O’FLUTER gave a lecture the other evening on intem 
and all went wel! until towards the conclusion, when thes 
exclaimed, “Thin lave it alone, me dear frinds. Remimber thi 
drunkenness clothes &@ man and his wife and family with . ae 
ness—— Fhat are ye laffin’ at, ye ignorant spalpanes ? Bernd eave 
a gude mind to come down and give ye a taste av me shilalah - 

+ * 


* . ree 
SHE eat in the stern of the smart Thames gig. Sweet little thing: 
all white silk and sea-green feathered hat and sweet smiles. sat 
and stately as Cleopatra in her barge. Sweet, lily-like. pare t 
calmly placid, There is a look of happy rest in the dear girls 
And then—a wasp stung one of her ankles, And then ele aia 
\ell—a turning over of the boat—a splach—a splutter: 2 like i 
she was fished out of the water with a boat-hook, looking is 
rat that had been drowned in skim-milk, sentiment was flown ae 


now she's burst all her waisthbands with extra sneezing, au“ 
once joy of her heart has levanted with another. 
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——~—ToOTSIE AT TORQUAY. 


Ss 


«Wat I like about Torquay,” says the Honourable Billy, “is 
here is plenty to sit down upon, ‘ 
There are seats every where, and Billy 

samples them all, 

What Billy asks is, 

“Why do we come 

to the seaside? Is it 

for rest and = quiet- 

ness, or is it not? 

And, if not, what is it 


thatt 


Juily is quite right there, 


. * ‘ 

An_ unhappy inci- 
dent has, I regret to 
say, just occurred to 
interfere with Billy's 
peace. Billy on the 
sands, it would ap- 
pear, has formed the 
acquaintance of a 
young female person 
who purveys pastry, 
Whether or not Billy's 
affections were 
wholly disinterested | 
can hardly say, but it 
seems that when Miss 
Tottie Goodenough 
came suddenly un- 
awares upon the in- 
teresting couple, Billy 
was in possess of 
a bag of buns, with 
which the fair patis- 
sieve had presented him free gratis and for nothing, and Billy had 
vot half through the first bun, There ensued a lively scene, and the 
buns are said to have gyrated in the air, canvoning off Billy 


Face ts hac. 


cn route, ° * * * * 

We girls, Billy and the Dook are stopping at the “ Imperial,” but 
tob is on board the yacht. There isa lovely view from my window 
across the bay. Ashby-Sterry says—“1f your imagination is very 
elastic, you can fancy the ‘Imperial Hotel’ is a palazzo on Lago 
di Como, or the Lago Maggiore, which you have taken for the 
season, The whole picture in the stone pines away to the left, the 
terraced gardens gay with flowers, the vegetation growing right 
down to the very edge of the sea, the town with its white villas 
rising one above the other embroidered with foliage, the trees 
ilourishing so luxuriantly below you round about—the fishing- 
boats you see with fishermeu hauling at nets.” 


* * * * * * 
The morning is beautifully still, and I can hear voices on 
tobs yacht, Heand 

the crew are having 
words, Bob is com- 
plaining that the 
crew has,not brought 
the milk on board 
for breakfast. The 
crew says he himself 
tikes rum in his tea, 
Language follows ; 
but | doubt if it re- 
sembles that of the 
light hearted fisher- 
men of Italy, even 
when having a 
row, 
The Dook Snook, 
whose resources are bie 
utalowebb even for & A 
him, has, for the last 


MO 


S 


% 


— 


guised as either a 
Turkish sherbet 
vendor or something 
from the sunny 
south in the 
lemonade line, — It 
does not very much 
matter which, as both 
Huids are of an atro- 
cious uature, and a 
rumour is prevalent that the juvenile population are rising toa 
boy and swear either to have their hadfpennies back or Snook's 
blood in a pail. 

The names of places round Torquay are singular. Babbacombe 
and Addicombe Bays I pass over. Then there’s Kent's Cavern 
Where all sorts of strange tlint implements have been found mixed 
up with bones of strange beasts, showing that once wild animals 
wandered abroad in England outside the Zoological Gardens. 
There's Daddy's Hole, where Daddy was either caught wild’ or 
keptand tamed. Then there's London Bridge, manufactured by 
the waves, And there is also Old Maid’s Rock—not a sweetmeat, 
you know, but a crag or cliff. 

,\t Dartmoor, | read in the guide book, there is a place called 
Westman’s Wood, a grove of stunted oaks some ten feet high. 
Near the Battersea Bowwoweries there are several detached resi- 
deacies called “ The Cedars,” “The Elms,” “The Yews,” or * The 
Vaks.” Ambitious twigs represent these monarchs of the forest. 
They are not 
as yet um- 
Dbrageous in 
height so far, 
but rival the 
yvrowth of the 
groundsell, 

West man's 
Wood (a good 
name fora 
melo) is of 
great anti- 
quity. The 
eagle, bus- 
tard, crane 
and kite, the 
sparrow: 
hawk, hobby 
and goshawk 
may occa- 
sionally — be 
found here. 
Whether or 
not Westman 
makes pies of 
them, | know 
not. 


WW hd 
two days, perambu- Yi yp fi) 
luted Torquay dis- LU 
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The Dook’s disguise. 


Tall 


Tic Mh 


i) . Py 
lil Excitement 
=I i nase prevails, 
— There is a 
= Se mutiny on 
——— the yacht, 

Tu the crew's clothes, Bob has 

in the crew's clothe . F swum ashore 
hisifiimy afeeiets The crew is reported to be in irons, We 
ut n singing “ Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay ” to the tune of the “ Death 


U Nelson.” with variati has 3 1 ae ” 
as diylight dawns ions from the “Brave Old Dukeo’ York, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


| 


IT HAD. 
WE sat by the side of the shimmering sen, 
In the sheen of the shore and the shing'e: 
Her mild, wistful words were as music to me. 
And rade e’en my finger tips tingle. 


Cried T, “ Why that gaze, and that strange altered tone?” 
; Bot sie, . & voice stern and hard, 
"This boat that we twain have been leaning upon 

Has recently, Charley, beeu tarred.” oe 


_-_-.__. 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER: 
(Written by himself, with passing observations and Sootnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER XIX. 

MY FIRST REAL ENGAGEMENT, 


Mrs. SLOPER, much as I adore that estimable woman (a finer 

hand at tripe and baked potatoes there does not exist throughout 
the length and breadth of the universe), Mrs. Sloper (let this be 
kept secret) was not the first sweet, shy maiden to whom I first 
seriously plighted my troth. 1 love my wife now, and she respects 
me. 
(Respect him, the perjured old booze-vanisher! Why, it was 
only last week that she burst into tears and said, “You can't 
wonder at Tootsie saying that her Pa's the bane of her life. As 
nice a young fellow as ever you'd wish to see saw her home the 
other night from the ‘Friv.,’ and didn't he suffer dreadful from 
trying to wipe his feet on ALLY, who was lying bad in the passage— 
the young swell taking him for the doormat, and ALLY resenting 
it by laying hold of him by the ankle.” That's what Mrs. S, said. 
Respect him, indeed !—MAcG.) 

‘The young maiden in question I'met at the house of a mutual 
friend. The moment I saw her | felt there was somethin specially 
taking about her. Some say there is somethiug specially taking 
about me. 

(Specially taking. There's a good deal of special taking in the 
way of “special Scotch out of the bottle” with him.—Iky Mo.) 

She sat beside me at the tea table. The tea me nectar and 
ambrosia; the shrimps food for the gods; the succulent winkle 
on the end of the hair pina meal for an archangel. Her soft eye- 
lids rested on her cheek. I saw that | was admired, and pressed 
See hand which was vot engaged with Sally Lunu beneath the 

le. 

Joy! 

She responded. 

How, how sweet it is when hand touches hand and the electric 
thrill passes from heart to heart. 

1 whispered in her ear, “ May I see you home?" 

She whispered back, “ Yes, dear. But why don't you change the 
place you get your whisky at? That hot spirit tickles one’s ear so.” 

Weil! well! a fortnight afterwards a park keeper might have 
zeen us seated on a seat in the “Regent's,” gazing up at the soft 
moonlight, 

“Matilda,” T said, “dear girl, when I gaze into the liquid depths 
of those soft, brown eyes, I think 1 know what love is.’ 

She answered. “ SLOPER, if my ma only saw you, she would fetch 
me a spank that would turna ques loaf into a pancake.” 

“ My own, my sweet cooing dove, my little popsey-wopseyest,” I 
murmured, “my intentions are all honourable. 
shee, dear loved one. Wilt thou be my wife? 
now 

She answered, “ What I say now is, that I should like something 
to take—true love is all very well, but one wants something to 
sandwich with kisses, Still, if you'll promise not to Pee 
so many of them whiskies behind your diaphragm, | don't mind 
saying that I do like you.” 

The kiss that followed this, as a pledge of eternal constance, 
awoke the sleeping hyena in the Zoo., near by, and he disturbed 
the echoes of the night with his howling, 

(To be continued next week.) 


would marry 
What say you, 


SO VERY CONSOLING! 


It is not in my nature, I'm sorry to say, 
To be fond of the people I meet ; 

And I've dozens of enemies over the way, 
And as many this side of the street. 

But of all of the creatures that grate on my nerves, 
There's not one I more deeply detest 

Than the beast who, to soften your trouble, observes, 
“Well, perhaps it was all for the best |" 


Iam married. Last week I went down to the sea 
With my wife and my kid : and one day 

I returned to our rooms to discover—ah, me !— 
That my loved one had bolted away. 

I confided to Jones my unlucky reverse ;— 
His reply you are sure to have guess’d. 

If I married my lady for better or worse, 
How on earth can it be for the best? 


I have lost all belongings, including my wife— 
Not a stick is now left in the place. 

She's deprived me of all of the comfcrts of life— 
Mine's an utterly destitute case. 

She has gone, and she’s left me alf by my alones; 
1 am penniless, wifeless, distressed ; 

Yet I’m calmly informed, when I tell this to Jones, 
That “ perhaps it is all for the best }"’ 


When I die in the workhouse (for that is my fate, 
Just as certain as certain can be), 

There'll be no one to mourn my unfortunate state— 
‘Cept the parish that buries ine free ! 

Kven they though will say, as they bury my bones 
(With uo stone to denote where I rest )— 

Even they may remark, in the manner of Jones, 
“Well, perhaps it is all for the best !”” 


> 


THE MORNING AFTER. 


AND how many wretched readers have not experienced it? With 

tongue like a eucalyptus dried plotting-pad and a couple of eyes 
that, seen in the looking-glass, resembled two holes burnt in a 
blanket with a red hot poker. But Bjones didn't look quite such 
a corpse when he dro into the “ Bunscrunchers’ Arnis ” for his 
“matutinal” as Rhobbynson did. Rhobbynson had evidently 
touched that mark on the thermometer on the evening previous 
that leaves behind it a resolution to adhere in the future to lime 
juice cordial aud bovril drops. And, above all, Rhobbynsom was 
rounding on his pals, 

“1's not fr'en'ly 2?” he ejaculated—* an'thing b't fr'en'ly, Y‘mi 
ha’ seen me orl ri’.” 

“Hang it, man, I did /" retaliated Bjones, “I did for you what 
T wouldn't have done for here and there a pal, Had to knock Mrs. 
R. up, and—great snakes !—she didn’t forget to tell me of it, either. 
It had_gone two, don’t you know, but I pitched her a devil ofa 
yarn about the steamer having got stuck on the sands outside 
Harwich, and all would have gone well, but you tould lic on your 
back with your head on the scraper and sing ‘His funeral's to- 
morrow,’ that's what put me in the hole.” 

Rhobbynson's bleary eyes opened in armazement. “You in the 
hole?” he hiccupped. 

* Certainly.” 

“Why, wha’ a liar you are! Now, I'll prove it. We've only got 
ons coalhole, and she locked me in that, an’ I'll shwear t’ goodness 
you weren't there!” 

And a broad smile, about the length of the Old Roman Ditch at 
Newmarket, spread over the faces of the assembled mob, and they 
willingly stood the next round of drinks, 


a’ 
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IN THE NEGATIVE. 


—— - 


AUGUSTUS FUDDLESTONE, amateur photographer and profes. 
sional greengrocer, loved, But there was a formidable rival in the 
field, for 
which — rea- 
son a sense an tea 
of insutfer- {Ric DARK 
able hatred | J : | TONEY DEW 
pervaded / 1 ey Hh atte 
the bosom ui 
of Augustus 
Fuddlestone 
—a_ hatred 

whose 

strength 
was only 
paralleled 
by the love 
which occu- 
pied the 
same apart- 
ment of his 
anatomy, 
The love was 
Sib a 
Nuggles, the 
gi fT who 
served in 
the tobacco- 
nist’s; the 
hatred for 
Ormond 
Coamo 
Sout hamp- 
ton Rowe, 
auct ioneer's 
clerk, who 
spent most of his time and his money at the counter presided over 
by the lady in question and request. 

There had been a time when the love of Fuddlestone promised 
to conquer the object in which it was centered ; there had been» 
time when the love of Fuddlestune, manifested though it was by 
signs only of the most respectful devotion, was treasured deeply in 
the heart which held for him now but the flat, stale and unprofit- 
able feelings of a sister. His love was great, as love must be that 
inspires such verse as he composed and dispatched to Melina 
Nuggles, and of which the following is a fragment— 

“T think of thee by day, love, I dream of thee by night ; 

I dwell on what you say, love, with exquisite delight ! 
How bitter ‘tis to think, love, thy love might be a joke! 
Td end, I fear, in drink, love, were that to end in smoke!" 

But things changed considerably when Ormond Cosmo South- 

ampton Rowe came upon the scene, Ormond was tall, had blue 

ng. eyes and 

> crisp brown 

curls; all of 

which at- 

tractions, as 

any nny 

’ novelette 

“you like to 

pick will 

tell you, no 

ordinarily 

const ructed 

irl was ever 

nhown to 

resist. But, 

notwith- 

standing 

her love for 

Rowe, Me- 

+ linaNuggles 

did not 

quite give 

up the fast 

fading Fud- 

dlestone. 

Shethought 

it best to 

have poor 

Augustus in 

tow, to fall 

back upon 

in the event 

of her new love proving faithless, And thus for many weary 

months was the amateur photographer and professional green- 
grocer kept in that cruel agony of suspense. ; 

Unable to bear the uncertainty of his situation any longer, 
Fuddlestone, on his way to Hampstead Heath one afternoon to 
take photographs, left a note at the side door of the tobacconist’s 
shop, in whie was expressed his desire to know the decision 
Melina had come to with regard to his footings towards her. 

“I'm sure she can't love that curly headed ass,” Fuddlestone 
reasoned to himself, as he fixed his camera in a most romantic 
spot of the Heath and proceeded to perpetuate on cardtpard the 
very bush that stood in front of the very seat to which he and she, 
on the very day of their introductien to one another, had repaired. 

“T will send her a back view of our trysting-place—that ought 
to move her," thought Fuddlestone, as he made all necessary pre- 
parations for “taking” the bush. All was now ready. Fuddle- 
stone stood on one side, his eyes on the camera ; and, taking off 
the _ little 
black cap 
in front, 
and pop- 
ping it on 
again 
almost be- 
fore (it 
seemed) 
he had got 
it clear of 
the ma- 
chine 
gathered 
up his 
traps and 
made for 
home. 

It was 
not until 
Fuddle- 
stone had 
uereropee 
the plate 
and held it 
up to the 
light for 
inspection, 
that he in- 
clined to 
the opin- 
oh t wt 
whi he ; 
pela with hia side to the bush on the Heath and performed the 
cap business of the process, Melina and Ormond must hive y hea 
at the seat on the opposite side and sat down with their heads close 
together. For here were the backs of their heads plan enourh, 

Fuddlestone was “answered in the Legauive” with a venzearuce, 


ANSWERED 


Augustus and Melina, 


“Taking” the bush, 


* Answered in the negutive, * 
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These merry lasses are having their photo taken by their 
brother, who has taken up his position on the sands. Happy 
brother! 

%o* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 247,—Miss ALICE SAKER. 
“T have a penchant for a pretty woman.” —The Dook Snook. 
“Alas! she will not heed my fervent vows.” —Lord Bob. 


“Gaze for yourself. What need to praise her beauty?” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


A FORLORN HOPE. 
TIME—2.30 a.M. 


“By Jove! I think that’s the missus snoring.” of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MRS. MARTHA RICKS. 


B | S. 


MAL) 
WY 


J 
Y 
Tj 


Wh /, 


By Yi 
MMM! 


For days A. SLOPER had been closeted in his study, and pt site savage when 
disturbed. (1). Indeed, when Evelina took him a cup of black fee the other even- 
ing his savagery was such that the poor child nearly hada fit. Mrs. Sloper prides 
herself upon black coffee brew. “Black, and no wonder,” said A. SLOPER in his 
most cutting manner, “considering what a stranger the pot is to Brooks's or any 
other cleansing compound.” The fact is that the Eminent was hard at work on an 
Address, which for purity, grace and beauty of language, tenderness of feeling and 
general excellence, was to surpass anything the world famed Jit/érateur had ever 

duced—an Address to no other than Mra. Martha Ricks, When she assured Her 
Majesty, on the occasion of her visit to Windsor, that she really could not return to 
Africa without seeing A. SLOPER, the Queen graciously said she would arrange an 
interview with the Moss-Grown. "Twas done !——(2). And when, on the morning of 
the event, he came down to breakfast, made up @ la Moore and Burgess, Mrs. Sloper 
said, “Whatever have you been a-doing of to your visage, S.?” To which her frac- 
tional part explained that he was sure Mrs, Ricks would think it kind if he received 


McNAB_ OF THAT ILK. 


5 


ys 


Cf! Fz, mn 


(1), “Stand, son of Belial!" roared the Meenister. “Are ye takin’ an image oot to worship?” 


a 


“Just discovered that my husband wears a 
wig, a glass eye and false teeth. Ask your 
barrister brother whether these facts would 
entitle me to a divurce."—Eztract from Letter 


(Saturday, August 13, 1999. 


“WHAT THE DO—tL DID SHE MEAN?” 
He, Do you feel cold, Miss Susan ? 
She. No, not when you are near me, 


her as a Christy of Afric’s shore; at which Mrs. Sloper said, “ Stuff!” and with the 
help of the boys had the Wreck’s head under the wash-house tap in no time.—(3). To 
celebrate the occasion, Alexandry discharged a battery of toy cannons, and quite 
upset his ma, just before the arrival of their visitor, by appearing with his face 
extensively blasted with powder, and one side of his hair blown off. A portion of 
the battery had burst.—(4). Hardly had Mrs. Sloper put the poor boy's head in the 
flour bag, when a gtate carriage and four, kindly lent for the occasion by the Lord 
Mayor, drew up~(5).Qut stepped Mrs. Martha Ricks, gracefully assisted by the 
Eminent. “Mr. Sloper,” said Mrs, Ricks, with emotion, “I have long wished for 
this happy moment. Come to your Martha!” And the dear old lady embraced him. 
“ Madem,” replied A. SLOPER, “ you do me proud. But let me lead you to our front 
parlour, where Mrs, S.,a cup of tea with shrimps, and the reading of the Address 
await you.” A. SLOPER is here happy to give the Address verbatim. (The Addres 
would have occupied three pages of the “ H.-H., so has been cut vut.—ED.) Ou depart- 
ing. Mrs. Ricks expressed herself highly delighted with her reception. 
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Saturday 
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Parlian 
horse's tail, 
confidence i 
long'un gay 
hearts in W 


A TH 
So gushing ! 
other, and yet 
faves! 


= 


nd with the 
.—— (3). To 
, and quite 
ith his face 
| portion of 


to our front 
the Address 
The Address 

Ou depart- 


, 
—— 


Saturday, August 18, 1892.) 


Parliament is again sitting, and votes of non-confidence seem to be as plentiful as hairs on & 
horse's tail. But what of that ? For myeelf { fear nothing, but fearlessly ask my patrons to show their 
confidence in me by earnestly devouring the following palatable dish :—A change of clothes with 
lonqg’un gay Caused Short's arrest the other day :—Brautiful gold has now been found, And joyous 


hearts in Wales are found :—A splendid game 


- THE RIVAL BELLES OF MARGATE. 
So gushing! so confiding ! so very, very friendly towards each 
caer and yet they would reaily like to scratch each other's 


SI 
MARY JANE'S SUNDAY OUT. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


4) 


ip) 
] 

| 
j 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


ONLY SMOKERS NEED APPLY. 


“ And have you accepted him?” 
“ Well, no, dear. I find he hates tobacco smoke, and I really can't get on without my cigarette.” 


tein:—Upon the moors the sportsmen bold Shoot, and imbibe of whisky cold :—Jealous by 
nature, so she tried To spoil the fun by suicide 2—AUl hail, brave knight ! all ‘hail to thee! Of you 
thy country proud will be :—Bribed with beer, the policeman bold At court a ue hadeed story told, 
Does your humble servant like grouse? Why, of course he does! Proud? 

resulting in, Fur Notts.,a grand and well-earned | Fe is not above accepting a brace from anyone.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


; certainly not! 


SEASIDE PIRATES. 
Sloperian Impersonators ; or, Sailing under False Colours. 


“What are they doing to those boats, my good man ? Sy 
“Overhauling “em. They're like you, mum—rather the worse 
for wear.” 


— Se 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-_——— 


ALTHOUGH, perhaps, not so difficult an undertaking as shooting 
the moon, shouting grouse is nevertheless sometimes & most ex- 
citing pastime, more especially for 
the novice, Besides the possibility 
of killing grouse, there is the 
chance of maiming innumerable 
gamekeepers und dogs, with an oc- 
casional cow thrown in at frequent 
intervals. A, SLOPER has shot grouse ; 
or, ut least, attempted to do so, there- 


fore he speaks 
from experience 
when he recom- 


mends it for the 
cure of all) cum: 
plaints that the 
tlesh is heir to. In- 
digestion is driven 
out of the system 
instantly; whilst 
nervous debility, 
Bright's disease and 
croup vanish like 
smoke in mid air in 
the space of a jiffy. 


s 

Not the least 
pleasing item on 
the interesting pro- 
gramme at the Tro- 
cadero, at which 
popular Bohemian 
frequented house 
we looked in the 
other evening, isa clever and pretty song, written by F. Bowyer, 
composed by Ben Nathan, and charmiugly sung by Miss May 
Belfort, a young artiste who should have no difticulty in gaining 
a place iu the very frout rank of her profession. 

ss 
s 

For upwards of a month now, Fleet Street has been ina state 
of topsy-turveydom, roadway and footpaths alike being in an 
impassable condition, Whoever is responsible for this state 
of things is deserving of censure. The r, jaded, overworked 
journalist's lot at any time is not an enviable one, but now as he 
emerges from the portals of the “Cheshire Cheese,” or other of 
his favourite resorts, where he has Habeas been raking his brain 
for fresh ideas, and finds himself surrounded by man-traps in 
the shape of ruts, chunks of wood, poles, kerbstones, and numerous 
other things, it is just a question whether life in the lower, and 
what is supposed to be the warmer regions would not be preferable. 

ss 


* 

THE Mildewed Benedict begs to tender his very heartiest con- 
gratulations to Mr. Isidore Wertheimer (of Dunlo divorce suit 
celebrity), who was married only 
just recently under circumstances 
in the highest degree romantic. 
Our fair readers will doubtless be 
interested to learn that those who 
have had the privilege of seeing 
the lady thoroughly endorse the 
bridegroom's opinion that he has 
won one of the best and prettiest 
little women alive. | 


s 

Mrs. DALMAINE has commenced 
her summer tenancy of the Royalt 
Theatre, Dean Street, Soho, wit! 
The Cross of Honour, described on 
the programme as a romantic mili- 
tary drama; and a piece which, if it 
will pot bear any very serious 
amount of criticism, is at least 
calculated to thoroughly interest 
und amuse that very large class of 
playgoers who have a partiality for 
the stirring aud melodramatic, 


THE Mildewed’ Impressario has 
this day been graciously pleased to 
confer the “ Award of Merit” upon 
LADY DE GREY, because she's a 
Talented and Popular Patroness 
of Music. “Feyther,” chanted the 

lue Orbed Alto, “ wot a pity it is I 
can't get her pf pe to interest herself in ny musical education. 
If only I came of a fairly respectable family now——" But here 
the usual interruption again occurred, and ten minutes later 
Alexandry was being conveyed hastily to the Royal Free. 

se 


s 
THE following advertisement, which appeared recently in the 
columns of one of our newspapers, will undoubtedly prove in- 
valuable to many of our readers who have more money than 
sense :—~ 


V ILL 10,000 kind, benevolent Ladies or Gentle- 
men, Liberal or Conservative, send One Penny Stamp 
to ——, London, N., to assist him in a small manufacturing 
posi nese 
The advertiser does not, we believe, limit the quantity to 10,000, so 
the charitably iuclined need not fear overdoing the thing. - 
vs @ 


s 

IN producing 2 piece like 7/aste to the Wedding, at the Criterion 
Theatre during the summer months, the management have shown 
a wise stroke of 
policy. What the 
public require dur- 
jug the present 
hot weather is a 
piece of the light 
and airy style, with 
very little plot to 
worry over, but 
with witty dialogue 
and bright music, 
and as Haste to 
the Wedding 
answers to this 
description, it will 
undoubtedly com- 
mend itself to 
the fngged- 
out Cockney as a 
piece from which 
n merry laugh can 
be extracted with 
aminimumamount 
of trouble. En- 
gaged in the inter- 
pretation of the 
piece are, among 
others, Lionel 
Brough, F. Wyatt, 
W. Blakeley, 
. . ; : George Gros- 
smith, jun., and Elis Jefferies, and it is almost unnecessary to 
state that these artistes do their utmost in the interests of the 
viece. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE Dunmow Flitch has been claimed and awarded to no less 
than two couples this year, both of whom assert that they have 
never had 2 cross word in their life, Well, 
if these four persons are not deaf mutes, 
they deserve to havea monument erected in 
their honour, as they must indeed be the 
wonder of au already wonderful age. A 
couple that can tlounder through even the 
balmy days of courtship without quarrel- 
ing must be looked upon as above the 
average, but married life—phew! Well, 
wonders will never cease, and there is 
still a chance of married life becoming 
popular in merry England. 


s 

IN a recent speech the Lord Chancellor 
emphasised the fact that frogs and toads, 
when seen in d. t.s, were not really 
living reptiles, but he says nothing of 
snakes, either of the yellow or green species, 
When SLOPER has “got ‘em,” his visions 
take the shape of representatives of both 
the latter varieties, and toads and frogs 
are, with rare exceptions, barred. Pro- 
bably the Chancellor's d. t.s take a dif- 
erent form, “9 


To those who last year favoured the 
Mildewed One with hampers of dead cats 
on and after August 12th, A. SLOPER re- 
turns his best thanks, and hopes that he 
will be favoured with a continuance of 
their patronage. Grouse are, of course, 
preferred, but it is not everyone who 
can afford them, Hampers to be addressed as usual. 

** 
s 

OWING to the large number of inquiries for Mr. E. J. ogc boats 
picture, “The Queen of Sheba,” Mr. Thomas McLean has decided 
to exhibit it at his galleries for the remainder of the season, 80 
those who are desirous of a peep at it should hie them at once to 
the Haymarket and inspect the celebrated R.A.'s painting at their 
leisure. *\° 


WE extremely regret our inability to satisfy the curiosity of many 
of our subscribers who have written asking us what position in the 
Ministry the Eminent will till, Strange to say, up to the time of 
going to press, no iutimation that his presence on the Cabinet 
would be desirable has beeu received. 


It has always struck usasa very remarkable thing,and we doubt 
not but that the majority of our readers have remarked the same 
circumstance, viz.,the 
extreme difficulty ex- 

rienced by the vis- 
itor at most seaside 
resorts in obtaining 
any but the most 
ramshackle turn out 
in which to indulge 
in the pleasures 
(doubtful under the 
circumstances) of a f 
drive. The average 
vehicle available for 
such a purpose is 
almost invariably of 
the most _bruken 
down description— 
dirty, shabby and 
broken-springed, and 
containing tween 
its shafts an animal 
to whom it appears a 
positive feat of en- 
durance to stand on 
its legs, whilst the 
wildest imagination 
could not picture it 
iu a trot. And this, 
mark you, is the turn 
out for which the exorbitant price of three and six pence an hour is 
asked, and, we regret to say, often paid. Ina neigh wurhood where 
there are no good livery stables, it is a veritable case of Hobson's 
choice, i 

s 

WE have received from Messrs. Sampson Low, Marston and Co. 
a copy of the third edition of Mr. Pugin Thornton's successfu 
work, “ Heads,and What They Tell Us,” which we can recommend 
to all interested in the science of phrenology. Several clever 
sketches show us the individuals in whom constructiveness, self 
esteem, firmness, caution, verbal memory, etc., are respectively 
developed. As poor Tom Squire used once upon a time to warble, 
“You can tell them by the bumps—by the bumps upon their head.’ 


Wuar is known as the Pavilion Bank Holiday programme, but 
which is, in fact, one which holds good long after the advent of 
that day of doubtful enjoyment is, as 
usual, of that character which may best 
be described as particularly fine and Jarge. 
There is Albert Chevalier, Little Tich, 
James Fawn, Dan Leno, Charles Godfrey, 
Fanny Leslie, Marie le Blanc Jenny Val- 
more, Bessie Bellwood, Millie Hylton — 
but there, as the Lord Chancellor an 
Mephistopheles sing in the revival of 
Faust up to Date, you Don’t Want to Hear 
Any More, as we have probably told 
you quite enough of the delights to be 
encountered at the Pav., to determine you 
to pet in an evening there at the very 
earliest opportunity, | 


SERPENTINE dancing has caught on in 
London, and the example of the Empire 
management has been quickly imitated by 
that of the Alhambra, who have secured 
the services of Miss Jenny Joyce, whu 
nightly postures A ioecsore| there beneath 
the limelight, and agitates the soft folds 
of her voluminous skirts into a thousand 
and one pleasing and artistic evolutions. 
Before a month is past the Eupire and 
Alhambra will be receiving “the sincerest 
form of flattery” from well nigh every 
variety hall in England. 

J 


AN Anti-Tip Association has been started, 
with very considerable success, in America, 
and a correspondent, writing to a contem- 
porary, suggests that a similar institution would meet with equal 
support in England. Wedoubtit. Tipping is a custom which will 
never be rooted out, and, although a few “near” individuals might 
join the society, we doubt if the latter would ever succeed in invent- 
ing a system which wou'd absolve its members from the claims of 
porters, waiters, servants, and, indved, the whole of the very large 
class who bave it in their power to make things decidedly incon- 
venient to those from whom the customary largesse is not forth- 
coming. 


(Saturday, August 13, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR FOR TUE WEEK ENDING AUGUST 207TH, 1892, 
ae 


14th August, 1828.—On this day, Hands, a burly bars.. 
from Clare Market, offered to tight and fought Jem Burke, x; 0.” 
Oak Common, “The fight was a sad expose of Tom Hands w.,,; 
of skill and lack of pluck. The Deaf ‘Un, who looked hari . 
iron and solid as the trunk of a tree, fought the first four round. ,., 
the retreat, jobbing the butcher fearfully, and bleeding him {r.., 
every vein of his fleshy jowl; then he reve’ the process, a. | 
fought him all over the ring so effectually that in sever, 
minutes Hands’ second threw up the sponge.” verse 


15th A t, 1771.—Under this date is recorded the 1;,,;. 
riage of the King of the Gypsies’ daughter, at Isleworth, to |, 
second husband, “The Princess is about twenty-two years of «..,. 
und her spouse about seventeen. About twenty couples waii,./ 
from ‘The Bell’ to the church, and returned in the like manne; 1, 
the same place, after the ceremony : only as they went the WON 
leaned on the men, but on their return back the men leaned v1, ;;,. 
women, The dinner was served under the four elms on Houns)., 
Heath, and forty gypsies sat down together. The bride's far), 
Eeclare? he would give his daughter a thousand pounds for jx; 

jowry. 


16th August, 1823.—A writer in the United States Journg! 
this day states that the founder of New Jerusalem “calls hinse'{ 
Jesus Christ, but is the same person who formerly went by the name 
of McDonald, a tailor by profession. He has been preaching ti. 
doctrine of living for ever in our present shape. He quote. ti. 
Bible to show, if we have faith, we shall never die. He is an in. 
offensive old man, and if he and his disciples can live for ever, je 
them do it.” 


17th August, 1886.—The St, James’ Gazette of this dare 
contains the 1ollowing story of cannibalism. The occurrence tui; 

lace in 1874 :—“ Packer was a miner, and, with five others, set out 
‘or a district which is now occupied by Lake City. The men ha 
to travel through snow of great depth. It was January, and the 
cold was intense. The party had to discard their boots and waik 
with their feet wrapped in blankets, to prevent them from freezing, 
On the ninth day their food gave out, and then they lived on what 
they could pick up, chiefly willow and rose buds, This was the 
only means of subsistence for many days. The oldest of the parr 
was the first to give out,and then another of the party, namej 
Bell, appeared to become peculiar, as if half crazy. The men cou d 
not get him to epeak. They carried n little fire ina can, On ore 
occasion they struck a game trail, and, as Packer appeared to be 
the strongest of the party, the others insisted upon him following 
up the trail. He did so, taking with him the only rifle which tie 
party possessed, ‘The journey was fruitless, but Packer refreshed! 
himself by a meal of rose buds. On his return he found bel 
cooking sumething. When he got near, Bell rushed at him with 
an upraised hatchet. Packer made off, but fell, and as Bell caugit 
up to him and was about to strike him with the hatchet, Packer 
fired, shooting him through the body, Packer then picked up ti 
hatchet and struck Bell with it, killing him. On examination 
Packer found that all of the men were dead, and that Bell had cut 
a portion of the leg from one of the bodies, and was enza.ui 
cooking it when Packer returned. Packer remained all night a 
the camp, but next day went to a place close by. His hunger 
drove him back, and he too took some flesh from the leg of bell 
and cooked and ate it. The same expedient was resorted to until 
at last April had set in, and no relief appeared, Then Packer took 
with him a supply of this horrible f and made for a place sume 
forty miles of This he reached in safety, He was ashamed, be 
said, to tell his horrible experience, and said his party had got !o-t.” 


18th August, 1850.—Honoré de Balzac, the celebrated 
novelist, died this day at his residence, Quartier Beaujon, in !'an-. 


toxication entered one of the booths in which wild beasts ar 
exhibited, and in spite of the exhortations of the keeper, insisted 
on putting his hand into “the lion’s den,” following the exampe 
of the keeper, who had done eo in perfect safety. The animal 
seized the unfortunate man’s arm, and actually tore off the muscir 
to the bone, from the elbow to the wrist. This had the effect of 
immediately sobering him. He was conveyed into the shop of au 
apothecary near the fair-ground ; but so profuse was the bleeding 
from the wound, that after partially binding up the lacerated 
Deseo, he had him conveyed to Guy's Hospital in a hackuey 
coach, 


[3p ee res ee eeene 
20th August, 1839.—A young man in Georgia, naried 
Barber, got murried on this day, and hanged himself on the 21st. 


THE GRAND OLD’ PUTTER DOWN. 


WHEN ALLY SLOPER first began 

To call himself the Friend of Man 

Jle made some grand resolves, which ran 
In this wise: “Let each clown 

And each patrician understund 

That all the boozing in this land 

J, with a firm and vigorous hand, 
Will jolly soon put down. 


“ All betting on each turfy course, 

All deeds that lead to sad divorce, 

All felonies and frauds (which force 
The Friend of Man to frown), 

All arduous toil that wrecks men’s lives, 

All trade that by ill-dealing thrives, 

All beating of poor, helpless wives, 
I'll mighty soon put down!” 


Now, men of sense must needs agree 

That all these things the great P. D. 

Has done: else how the deuce has he 
Achieved his fair renown? 

And yet a host of idiots in ; 

These isles declare, with scornful grin, 

That nothing, save “ Unsweetened ” Gin, 
The Wreck has e’er put down! !! 


— ee 


OPEN CONFESSIONS. ie 
IT was perhaps a trifle odd that old Alderman Cowancal f, ie 
as all the world knew, had been the architect of his own mil’ 
cent fortune, should tind that his seat at the Annual Dinuer® 
Worshipful Company of Barbican Brandyball Boilers was! toa 
diately next to the that of Common Councilman Fainey ane 
the four-millionaire inventor and patentee of the justly cel fe 
“ Pimlico Picker,” an ingenious invention for extracting the =e 
sive smell of the pickled onion from the breath of its Oi r 
We say it was odd, because nothing in the world cou! saris 
naturally be expected than that they should fall to come i 
their threadbare pasts, to the certain exclusion ofa due appre Suet 
of the worthy chairman’s begging speeches, and to the cupeed 
stultification of their dots. 


me and a nold pair o’ boots.” erent 
“Oh, be ‘anged !” elegantly retorted the Common Coun 

“you ain't in it! Four million is my bloomin andwt | 

when I came to London I 'ndn’t even got boots at ali. 

could call my own when J started was my dyin’ father * 4 by te 
Fortunately, just then the confession was interrupted © 

toastimaster. 


ma". 
i 


19th August, 1828.—0u this night, a man ina state of | 
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Saturday, August 18, 1892.) 
~ouR FEATHERED FRIEND. 
Sneane Seaene 


I, the good old giddy grouse, 

Who's not overstocked with 
Bs ote nous, 

seve Opes ses Now seek the view 


rT 


— : Of the shootists who 
pe : ~~‘ Prepare my glim to dowse, 
= And so unto my moors 
Come gentlemen—and 


boors, 
Prepared with shot 
To make it hot 
Whene’'er I'm out of doors, 
But J don't mind. 1 ne'er 
retort, 
So long as I afford them 
sport ! 
So, sotto voce, T 
In mid-August gaily cry, 
“Gunpowdery one, 
Come, where's your gun? 
Quick ! at me now let fly ! 
And re say thus (shrewd 
' 


elf !), 
Being fond of sport myself, 
And because (although 
They seldom show 
Good aim!) they spend 
- much pelf ! 
Of course, sometimes my plans they chowse 
And Ahit—just an occasional grouse ! 


—_—_————— 


DECEIVERS EVER. 


Ip was exactly two days before the “glorious Twelfth.” In little 
than forty-eight hours the bonny heather clad hills of the 

i would resound with the reports of the death dealing guns, 
‘nya gallant grouse, at present blissfully unconscious of the 
ching destruction threatening its clan, be lying cold and 

_ huddled with equally unfortunate fellows in the big game- 

+ And Mr, Muttlechup was going shooting. A City friend of 
i who had, curiously enough, made enough money out of about 
aif a hundred wasuccessful companies to be able to afford to rent 
Scottish moor, had asked him to join his shooting party, and 
uttleeonup had consented—at least, he had told Mrs. Muttlechup 
had done so; and, as he was at this moment superintending the 
racking of his portmanteau, and himself strapping the flat leather 
Te in which the barrels and stock of his splendid thirty 
nies weapon lay side by side, the reader can have no possible 
wson for believing otherwise, But, then, the reader has known 
uttiechup for so brief a period as to be utterly incompetent to 
ria just opinion on his character, That gentleman’s spouse, 
wvever, suffered from no such disadvantage. She did know 
uttlechnp, and the conclusion she had come to after many years 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—_— 


TYNEMOUTH, Angust let, 1892. 
Dear Mr. Epitor,—Do you know if the Eminent intends 
coming as far north as Tynemouth this year? It's a pretty little 
place and well worthy the visit of such a distinguished personage ; 
In fact, those who know, say it is equal in its attractions to either 
Brighton or Scarborough. A visit from the Friend of Man would 
be a boon which the tradespeople and lodging-house keepers 

would always remember with gratitude.—Yours, etc., 
SON OF TYNE. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No, 126.—He SUFFERS A PUNISHMENT WHICH MANY 
HEARTLESS ONES UNFORTUNATELY ESCAPE, 


As, of yore, on the Lady of fabled Shalott 
Came (according to Alfred) a curse, 
So there fell one, of late, on the Bluntwitted Blot, 
And than hers it was ninety times worse. 
Though from seaport to seaport the Globe-trotter glid, 
Yet, wherever he went, or whatever he did,— 
Whether down on the beach he the donkeys bestrid, 
Or along the green lanes on his bicycle rid,— 
Whether swift o'er the twopenny switchback he slid, 
Or at four-handed cribbage won quid after quid.— 
Whether sweetly he cooed (though his wife had forbid 
Such a freak) with the slaveys, or their cooing chid,— 
Whether under the blankets his boko he hid, 
Or for crabs and for jellyfish sought, like a kid,— 
Whether sleeping, or waking, or songing a sing, 
Or afloat, or ashore, he might be,— 
By a CREATURE—aA CREATURE—A8 nondescript THING 
Everlastingly haunted was he! 


It was neither a vampire, a spook, nora snake, 
Nor that flesh, blood and bone lacking ghoul 

Which the bard of “ Kilmeny " describes as “a maik” ; 
It was neither « fish nor a fowl, 

Neither goblin, nor harpy, nor pixy, nor pig, 

Neither sea serpent slimy nor gooseberry big. 

And, when SLOPER, alarmed, had for twenty-five nights 
And ten days been a “teapot,” he found 

It was none of those blue dev——, bez pardon, biue sprites 
Which the dismal D.T.'d one surround, 

Yet, whatever he did, and where'er he might be, 

By that creature eternally haunted was he! 


At last the Wreck, grown gaunt and thin with grief he could not 


bear, 
A ppecectiad a modern Merlin in his fortune telling lair. 
“ Vh 


at wrathful wraith, O Son of Nox, what imp is this, I crave, 
That's dragging down my grey, grey locks with horror to the 
ve?” 


grave? 
The wizard took the proffered fee, perused his blood writ scroll, 
And cried, “No wraith is vexing thee ; ‘tis but the living soul 


Of that poor CAT which thou hast left within thy London house, 


Of every kind of food bereft, save some small seldom mpuse !” 
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SLOPER’'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


. CHAPTER X.—( Continued. ) 

“NEVER; or, if he were, 1 would spurn him with them,” said 
Julliet, fiercely. 

“You can compel his love now, my child, with your wealth |” 

“I buy no 
love; rather : 
would I stay here 
all my life in 
poverty than 
wed a cur who 
can only love 
where wealth is 
found,” 

“Well, well, 
my child, wo 
shall see ; mean- 
time, there is no 
further use for 
the pipes,” 

“There is more 
use for the pipes 
than ever, 
father. Consent 
for two or three 
days to remain 
a pee as form: 
erly. I havea 
lg reason 

or it.” 

“A reason! 
What reason?” 

Julliet blush- 
ed and hesitated 
for a moment, 
and then ex- 
claimed, “ I have 
never hid a 
secret from you before; why should | now? Last night Jack Mil- 
ford made me an offer of marriage—" 

“ An offer of marriage?) And you?" 

“T refused him.” 

“You refused him! Then, you do not love him?” 

“1 do love him, but I refused him. I thought he had made the 
offer out of an — of gratitude, and I wish to test him if he 
loves me for myself alone.” 

“ But he is a poor man.” 

“We were poor when I learned to love him, and Lombardi di 
Saratoga was poor, yet you were willing to let me marry him.” 

“ He is not noble,” 

“Nobility did not prevent Lombardi di Saratoga being a snob, 

nor did nobil- 
‘ ity help us 


“T would spurn him.” 


experience may be best expressed in her own words—viz., that 
was “capable of almost anything.” It was, probably, there- 
re, a perhaps laudable desire to fathiom, if pqssible, the full depth 
his miquity that ine 
do her to put into 
ution an ingenious 
an which had 
itself to her. 
Waiting until her hus- 
nd had tinished pack- 
g and was lunching 
ivtly before starting, 
e stole into the room 
here he had deposited 
luggage, and 
t. stay, on second 
ourshts, we will not 
ve her away, 
nd Muttlechup went, 
ooting? Well, really, 
ti mustn't be quite so 
uisitive. You see, he 
1a large circle of ac- 
lintances, some of 
om kept house-boats 
wn the riverand gave 
ux Bohemian entertainments, patronized on Sundays by many of 
r beauties of both the burlesque and variety stage. And Mr. M. 
ed gaiety ; morgover, he doted on things theatrica!, especially 
ies, but, possessing a jealous and observant wife, he got few 
portunities of enjoying their society. What wonder, then, that 
instead of starting for Scotland, he— But, no; never shall 
m said that we suggested any such thing. * ° 
Well, Edward,” said Mrs. Muttlechup, calmly, when a week 
t her husband came back from Marlo—Scotland, “ well, Edward, 
1 have you enjoyed your grouse shooting ?” 
Famously, my love,” was the reply. “Splendid bags. Never 
better form in'my life.” 
And you still swear by your favourite gun?” 
Rather! it’s a beauty—everybody admired it. Why, darling, 
at are you doing?” 
Oh, Lonly want to look at it,” replied the lady, placing the gun- 
eon the table, 
Allow me,” said her husband, unfastening the straps and 
owing back the lid. “Why—why, what's this?” he stammered, 
venly gazing into the interior in perplexity. 
This, answered Mrs, Muttlechup, and there was a deadly calm 
oe ice 2 hie is the piece of iron railing | substituted for your 
h barrels before you left home.” Then the ructions commenced. 
a 
GIRLS OF THE ‘‘FRIV."’ 
No, 59,—C1cELY ST. JAMES. 
WHEN SLoper's bard grew jaded 


much when 
misfortune 
overtook us.” 

“Tis true, I 
must admit it. 
But what do 
you desire me 
todo?" 

“To con- 
tinue as we are 


Then, remorseful, to London sped SLOPER with haste, 

And his cat in the Battersea Refuge he placed ; 

And, while jinking and junketing down by the sea, 

Not the ghost of a ghost ever after saw he! 
eee 


A FRIEND'S ADVICE. 

ALTHOUGH the two men had been fast friends from early youth 
—ay! longer, from the day when they sucked one bull’seye by turns 
—there was a marked difference in them now ; and, as they wan- i 
dered up the side of the cliff that overlooked the Channel, in the 4 for a few days 
orange tints of the evening, their respective bearings stood out in é a“ longer, - said 
marked contrast to one another. Claude, all idealism, all romance, * 22 — Jul et, and to 
all passion; William-Henry, sympathetic, but materialistic to a preserve the 
fault, contented, even to a point of fatness. secret of your 

“T tell you | can't ‘control my feelings,’ as you put it, neither wealth and our 
will I ‘sleep over it,’ as you are good enough in your lethargic, bacon hild 
logical way to suggest. Remember, William, Z have a chivalrous Bie enild, 
disposition, J have a—” your Aa Ppiness 

“You mean that J have not? Goon.” a my } fi re 

“Well, | do; you are too slow, too philosophical. But to think bb ie nt. Tt 
that J, with these very eyes, saw—him—kiss—her—oh, it is too aa we as you 
much almost for me to bear! But, mark you, William, like my web h k 
ancestor at Agincourt, I have sworn revenge! It is only for me, fath sAnKS, 
in my calmer mood, to determine by what means, when I have ather, 
pursued and caught him—and I will hound him to the bitter end— 
1 shall do him inch by inch to death. The dagger is too swift— 
‘twould drain his heart's blood before | had half fed these eyes 
upon his dying agonies ; the pistol is not in accordance with the 
methods mentioned in our grand old archives. If only——”" 

“¢Tf' nothing. You want to snuff him out?” 

“ Don't be such a vulgarian. I have sworn that he shall die.” 

“Exactly. And suffer a bit first.” 

“The tortures of the d—d!" 


CHAPTER XI. 


WHat had 
been an im- 
pulse with 
ack Milford 
had now become a settled determination. He had not known that he 
loved the beautiful Italian girl till his emotion in her presence had 
overmastered him, and the knowledge of his love had been made 
“Then I've got it.” clearer to him by her refusal to listen to his offer. She was poor; 
“Thrice ten thousand thanks, true friend. But, stay. What is | that did not trouble him in the least, He had been poor himself till 
it? The rack?” J he made that last strike which had brought him from the diggings 
“Rack ?—no! Dog his steps to where he stays to-night——” to Cape Town with half a mind to take a trip to England. Julliet 
“Yes, yes.” was evidently, from her fluent English and her gate ways while 
“And drop two penn'orth o' Botts’ rat poison in his beer!" nureing him, a well educated girl, and as for birth, what cared 
And long, long he chuckled—long after the scion of cool, | he for birth? It might have cost him a thought when he was 
calculating nobility had vanished. lolling about half a dozen years before in the drawing rooms of the 
—— Meg End of London, but he eit tombe there that to nary 
i wi ot within the sibilities for a younger son, with 

SEASIDE SONNETS. en et mee Se ne ee initiate: 


an income of £200 a year. Jack was 

No. 7.—THE PHOTOGRAPHER'S BRIGHAMYOUNGISHNESS, not a Republican or Socialist, but he 
IT was Ben Brown, the youth who takes was strongly Democratic, and Bald 

The eee be pa upon the shore, that one man was as good as another, 

And, through the summer season, makes and a great deal better if he had a pair 

A bare subsistence—nothing more. of brond shoulders with which to 

It was 2 sunny summer day, 


push through the 

g ’ world. Me was not 

On which he left his arduous work, so Democratic on 
And, in his most superb array, 
Proceeded to the parish kirk. 


thle subject of 
woman, however. 
It was the beauteous May, who there As he cogitated at 
Stood smiling at her sweetheart’s side, . his breakfast that 
While twelve young bridesmaids, scarce less fair, 
Were envious of the blissful bride. 


morning he came 
to the conclusion 
It was the Reverend Jones, who (when ere ves bo 
Nor spouse, nor maid, nor bachelor 
” ‘ Alledged impediment ') to Ben, 
. Said, “ Wilt thou take this woman for*——?” 


for him, and that 
woman was Julliet 
Carldoddi. 
It was a fit (what harm such fits Jack strolled 
Have done !) of absent-mindedness, 
Which sent, just then, the artist's wits 
A-gathering wool with great success. 


along to the house 

where he had been 

so_ kindly nursed, 

It was the genial Brown who spake, determined to put 
What time he clutched the parson's gown: 

“Look here, old man! I guess I'll take 

The blooming group for half a crown!” 


his fate once more - 
to the test. When 2 

® Not the orthodox formula, terd. et dit. ; but one can't expect a poor ill-paid 
eeclesiarch to be infallible. 


he arrived, Julliet 
HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


wasnotalone. Her 
father was there. 
This did not dis- 
turb Jack, 
Julliet 

ARITHMETICAL MEM.—* The Rule of Three Inverse”: Writing | was more shy than 
rhythmical triplets. she was on the day before, butdack to-day was resolute where he 

How to make SLOPER trac(k)tile: Knock his topper off his 
bonce on a windy day. 

SUITABLE name for an untruthful girl: ‘Lize, 

“PouRING Hoyle on Troubled Waters": Settling a savage dis- 
pute at the card table by referring to his “ Book of Games.” 


“ Your happiness is my first thought.” 


quite 
With writing bosh and flummery, 
He longed with some diversions 


the season summery. 
And then the Wreck to him did say, 
“Tf gaily, gladly, blissily, 
You'd while your leisure hours 
away, 
Go, rhymist, go to Sicily 
“Now, nay! now, nay! my master 
dear!” 
The screedist answered spitefully, 
“When cen a trip to Harwich Pier 
Can make me_ seasick fright- 


ully— 
And when old Etna’s, day by day, 
Kjecting lava hissily— 
Dost think me such a thunder- 


ing J 
That I will go to Sicily?” 
ut, when the Gowk explained that 
not 
Trinacria he was thinking of, 
But fair St. James, then well | wot 
That, in the merest blinking of 
oe An eye, the bard did him obey ; 
nm And kissily—oh, kissily !— 
he screedist whiles his hours away, 
lor he's betrothed to Cicely ! 


to-day Cogitating. 


had before been shy. : 
“Glad to see you, Mr. Carldoddi,” said Jack, heartily. 
“ Pleased to see you, sir,” said the Count. f 
“Fact is,” said Jack, “1 was anxious to see you. 
“ Quite so, sir."—( Zu be continued neat week.) 


€ 
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No. 268.—Mn. J. ASuBY STEHRY, F.OS. 
“The offspring of parents who professed igo & to trace their 


ancestry back to Adam, Ashby Sterry was ushered into the 
world at about the same moment that a German band was play- 
ing the‘ Dead March’ in the street without. This will to an 
extent account for the melancholy expression to be seen at cer- 
tain intervals in his left optic. At the age of three months, 
Ashby was christened, received silver goblets innumerable and 
made himself conspicuous by dashing his clenched fist on to the 
boscis of the Bishop who had been specially laid on for the 
lob. The youngster’s parents were, of course, put out by the 
occurrence, but the Bishop said nothing, langhed loudly, pinched 
hard out of sheer spite,and like a hero proceeded bravely with 
the capes the age of — having ohare a two jine 
peem, comprising principally the words love ove, our hero 
announced himself as Poet Laureate and chalog all comers, 
Tennyson for preference ; but, as no*ape acce terry sim- 
geared down and retired into his shell, from whence he emerges 
at intervals to astenish and almost paralyze England with 
specimens of his genius, Chiefly because he is the poet of frills, 
our hero was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him January &th, 1887."—Debrett Improved. 


—<——]— - 
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ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HE KNEW THEM BETTER. 


ney aN %S ei 
“lL ities yt 
Acted ml 
PN NM po 


Tom. 1 say, Jack, isn't it rather rongh on the girls to let them get tea while we lie idly here? 
Jack. Not a bit of it, my boy; it’s all right now both of them are at it. If we left them in the boat whilst 
tee got it ready, they'd quarrel in about two minutes as to which of them ought to come and help. 


(1.) Bill Blazer had been engaged to Flossie Creamtart for some time, but, being a 
dull sort of fellow, he somehow never could find much to say to ber. However, his 
“pal” 'Arry Shoppe-Walker, known as “ Mashing ‘Arry,” kindly undertook to accom- 
pany them on their next outing and give Bill a lesson in the art of agreeable flirta- 
tion. Bill did the rowing, and ‘Arry enjoyed himse immensely; in fact, Bill 
thought he got on rather too well.—(2), And when the gay sparkler extended his 
hands with his most fascinating air to assist the fair one to land, Bill smouldered 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


A LESSON TO THE UNTIDY. 


No. 22.—Ruth,° Never leave your hat on the hall chair. ° 


rT 
“I'm surprised at you, cook, daring to bathe in the 


(Saturday, August 13, 1892, 


MEMBERS OF THE MERMAIDS’ CLius, 


Mrs. Boss, champion floatist of the cl : 
daughter Sylvia. ae Racal 


FLATTERY. 
Polite Hairdresser, Parting looks just a trifle thin, sir 
doesn't it ? 


inwardly with jealons hate——(3)’ "Arry, however, though a terrible lady killer, was 
not of powerful build, whereas Flos-ie was by no means a feather weight. The con- 
sequences were disastrous, —— (4). However, the accident gave Bill Blazer an excuse 
for bestowing that “blooming good kicking” upon his mashing friend which he had 
been wishing to present him with for some time, whilst Miss Creamtart looked on 
with approval. ‘Arry will allow his friends to conduct their own courtships in the 
future. “Some people don't know what gratitude is,” says he. 


game s€a as me 
J wonder you have not more decency.” 


99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, August 18, 1892. 
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